
TheTragedie 

Titou hadft cald me all tfiefe bitter names, 

Ss Mat , V Vhy fo I did, but loolct for no reply. 

Q let me make the period to my curfe. 

Qlo, T is done by me, and ends in Margaret. (felfe. 

Slf' r hus haue you breathed your curfe againrt your 
Poore painted Qucene,vaine flourifh of my for* 
V V ny ilrewft thou fuger on that boded fpider, (tunei 

Whole deadly web inlnareth thee about? 

Jocle, foole, thou whetfta knife to kill thy fe Ife, 

T he ti me will come Vvhen thou lhalt wifli for me, 

7o help thee curfe that poifondbunchbackt toad, 
//^.palfeboading woman, end thy frantik curfe, 

Leaft to thy harme thou moue our patience. 

Foulejhame vpon you, you haue all mou’d mine, 
%} Were you well feru’d you would be taugh^your duty,’ 
T o ferue me vvell,you all Ihould do me dutie. 
Teach me to be your Quecnc,andyou myfubiefts: 

O ferue me well, and teach your &lues that dutie,- 
D^ Difpute not with her, die is lunatique. 

Peace maiflerMarquefle, you are malapert* 
Your fire- new ftampe of honour is fcarce currant? 

O that your young nobilitie could iudge, 

Jf'hat t were toloofeitandbemiferablcj 

They that rtand high, haue many blaftstofhaketheBv 

And if they fall, they dafh thcmfelues to peece s. 

Clo\ Good counfell marry ,learneh,leaaie it Maraues- 
jDor/'Ittouchethyou( r my Lordjasmuch asmc/ 

Yea, and much more,butl was borne fo high, 

Q ur aierie buildeth in the Cedars top, 

And dallies with the winde,and fcornes the funne, 

JgjJlf, And turnes the funne to'fhade,alas,alas, 
Witnes my fonne,now in the lhade of death, 

Whofe bright out/hining beames,thy doudie wrath, 
Hath in eternall darkncflefoulded vp: 

Your aierie buildethin ourairies ncafh 
O God that feefi it,do not fuflfer it: 

As it was wonne with blood,lolt be it fo. 

Buck. Haue done for fhamc if not for charitie, 

Vrgc neither charitie nor &une to me? 
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VncKaritably wi* me ha,,, you dealt , 

And fhimcfully by yon my hopes arc bulcheid. 

Mv charitie is outrage,life my inatne, 

And in my fhame ftill hue my lorrowes rage. 

Q.Mtr* Opricdy Buckingham, I will kiflethy hand, 
jh fio’nc of league and amitie with thee: 

Now faire befall thee, and thy princely houfe, 

7hy garments are not fpotted'with our blood, 

Nor thou within the compaffe of my curie, 

Bu ci Nor no one here, for curfes neuer pafle . t 

The lips of thofe that breath them in the ayre. 

JjKM.Ue notbcleeuebut they afeend the skie, 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace, 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Look when he fawnes, he bites, 5c when he bites. 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to do with him, be ware of him; 

Sinne.death.and hell haue fet their marks on him,* 

And all their minifiers attend on him, 

Glo. What doth fhefaymy Lo:of Buckingham? 

Buck. Nothing that I refpeft my gracious Lord, 

What doeft thou fcorne me for my gentle coufi- 
And footii the diuel that / warne thee from ? (fell, 

O but remember this another day* 

When he fhall fplitthy very heart with forrow, 

And fay poore Margaret was a prophetefle : 

Liue each ofyou the fubie&s ofhis nate, 
.Andhetoyou,ahdallofyoutoGods. ' Exu, 
HaJI.My haire doth (land on end to hearc her eurfes. 

Rm And fodoth mine, /wonder fhees at libertie, 

Gio. I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong.and 1 repent 
My part thereofthat I haue done. 

. £u. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

G/o, But you haue all the vantage ofthiAvrono^ 

3 was' too hot to do fome body good, 

To at is too cold in thinking ofit now: 

Marry as for Claraace,hc is well repaid, 






